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Then let the greedy merchant fear

For his ill-gotten gain;
And pray to gods that will not hear,
While the debating winds, and billows bear

His wealth into the main.
For me, secure from fortune's blows,
Secure of what I cannot lose,
In my small pinnace I can sail,
Contemning all the blustering roar ;

And running with a merry gale,
With friendly stars my safety seek,
Within some little winding creek,
And see the storm ashore.